to say, instead of taking immediate action we began to argue as to what was best. Bang! Bang! continued the 88's. John Redfern and Helliwell had also arrived on the scene, and likewise paused to confer.
At this moment an extraordinary thing happened, like the figment of a pipe-dream. A complete wedding party came walking down the road. The bride, dressed in a smart going-away costume, walked in a trance of happiness holding the hand of her groom, who was hatless, and wore a dark lounge suit. Two bridesmaids dressed in pink georgette, carrying little bouquets, followed, and there was a procession of wedding guests.
As we gazed in astonishment, some conscientious American gunners in our rear began to augment the wedding music by replying to the German^ 88's. A two-way traffic in high explosive moaned overhead. Eric Linklater, arriving in another jeep, remarked that the bridesmaids wilted like corn in a summer breeze. The bride, however, took no notice, except to smile radiantly, and the bridegroom came up and shook us enthusiastically by the hands. Their wedding, at the church of Santa Felice di Centocelle, was an island of bliss in a sea of tanks.
Although I did not relish being caught between two fires, I thought it was reasonably safe so long as the rival gunners blazed away at each other. Also I thought that by going back we would merely run into trouble. So I favoured staying where we were under cover, with the object of moving forward cautiously when opportunity presented. Yindrich agreed with me. Tetlow thought otherwise, believing always in hanging on to his communications. Eventually our conducting officer (I believe it was Dennis Heck) said that he would go back with the jeep and return to pick up anybody who wanted to stay.
Yindrich and I got out and sat in a convenient shell-hole by the roadside. More as a piece of bravado than anything else, I began to type out the opening sentence of a story. It was hard to know what to write at that stage, but an American in the dressing station supplied me with something. His was a peculiar injury. He had been in the leading tank whenhe G.I. He always wanted to share everything, even the privilege of being shot at by the Hun.sixteen hours lifting minese had done the right thing.ers, scorched and withered palms stilld hig
